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TOLL. 


BY P. B. WEST. 








Sweet is the rest of the sons of toil 
Who plod o’er the flow’ry lea, 

And delving, subdue the stubborn soil, 

While their reward for the long turmoil 
Is a life at once hopeful and free. 


The artisans toil and offerings give, 
To instruct, amuse, or unfold 
Earth’s mystic symbols, while art shall live, 
Its trophies, triumphs and treasures receive, 
And yalue as sands of gold, 


Joy for the labor success has crowned, 
And with magical triumph bore, 
In silence thro’ oceans depths profound, 


The electric cords that have gently bound . 
Our land with the prient shore. - =~Ce ) : 
— — ' 


The toiling nations in vain have wrought. . 
Some earthly temple to raise; - 

The wasting ‘surges that Time has brought 

Im his ceaseless course, has left them naught 
But an echo of empty praise, 


There’s dearth to the soul, and desert sands | 
For those who at fancy’s call 

Have wandered afar in dream-like lands, 

And meteor-like, on unknown strands, 
In doubting and darkness fall. 


Toil for an earnest—and day by day, 
That the Light of Lifemay give | ; 
Surcease of sorrow’s relentless sway, F 


eps over the darksome way 


ght to live. | 







